Whether I think you don't, or I think you do 
It surely doesn't matter to the Truth. 
Wandering on, wondering about 
in this life what can be found out? 

When all we have is our silly games: 
Our stories, our lies, the comforting haze. 
The prison of mind directs our gaze 

So forward we look, chained to our past. 
Taking comfort in being the last, 
Shackled to that from which we are cast 
Each step births another iconoclast 

And as we march that railroad line 

to eternal life (or so says the sign), 

I begin to think, is it really mine? 

The life that lives forever surely knows no time. 


